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THE 7/GER L/VES BY 
FANG ANP CLAW. 


FIVE HUNCPRED POUNDS OF 
| 7ZENSED SINEW AND COILED 
*| POWER, HES VIOLENCE 

EVEN IN REPOSE. 


HE SLEEPS, MATES, 
HUNTS, KILLS 24 


WHEN [VN CAPTIVITY OR 
WHEN DOMEST/CATED, 


THE TIGER BEGINS TO EX- 
H(BIT LINNATURAL BE- 
HAVIOR. HE PACES THE 
LIMITS OF AIS TURF, 
EATS STONES ANO DIRT, 
ATTACKS WITHOUT 
PROVOCATION, CONSUMES 
AS OWN WASTE. 


/ « 


Al eur THAT IS THE \ 
/ ANIMAL. 
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v 


v7 L PUT IT 
ACROSS YOUR 
JUST PUT THE THROAT! 
Bee Sorte 
LOOK, THE " E TH 
MORLOCKS ARE % ON YOUR 
DEAD! THESE 
TUNNELS ARE 
OPEN TURF p 


ET HER GO,, 
OU AMMA: 


DIE FOR 
NOBODY, 
SISTER! 


SOMETHING 1S MVUSSING. AIS THE MAN. WHO GOES BY THE NAME WITHIN SECONDS HE TASTES 


L(PS CURL ANP A FERAL RUMBLE OF AN EXTINCT T1GER OPENS SMELLS HEARS ALL HE NEEDS TO, 
ROLLS DEEP (IN HIS CHEST. GP HIS SENSES: THE TUNNELS ARE ENP7TY FOR 
MILES. NOTH/NG TO HUNT OR 


BE HUNTEL. 


HE'S SABERTOOTH AND HE LIKES TO KILL, SO IN THE MEANTIME, THERE (S HIS MATE. AND 
AE TRIES TO GET PAP FOR /T, THESE DAYS, THE THERE (8 S€EEP. 


BIG MONEY /S BEING PAID TO KILL VUUWTANTS. HES - Ss 
v, 
ale 


ALREADY SLAUGHTERED SOME MORLOCKS, AND IS = ae! 
WAITING FOR THE GO-AHEAD TO TAKE OUT THE THE OTHER THING 
OMEN. SB W/L COME SOON. 

\ | 


L 


Sie KL IS 


a XS TL 


THOSE DANK, TWISTED TUNNELS 
L/E BELOW MANHATTAN. THIS 
MAN PREFERS TO STAY AGOVE. 


THIS (8 HELLS 


(F ANYONE SAW, 
THEY GIVE HIM 

A pele (F THEY 
KNEW HE WAS 
@L/(ND 55, HEY D 
GIVE HIM A 
MECAL OF HONOR. 


HIS HIGH JUMP /S Sis aig HE PAUSES, TENSED, 
FEET PAST THE LIKE A RUNNER AT 


RECORE, BUT WHO THE STARTING LINE. 
COLNTING. 


HE HAS NO USE FOR HIS SIGHT, LOST /N A 


CAILDHOOD ACCIDENT, BUT THE COMPENSAT- 
ING RAPAR SENSE, ACQUIREP AS A RESULT OF 
THAT ACCIDENT, TELLS HIM ALL HE NEEDS TO KNOW, 


WELL,THIS IS OMe FIGHT 
IT WON'T els 


LL NONE OF MY 
=lt BUSINESS. 
—_ 
GUESS THESE DOGS 
WOULD NEVER SWARE 
THIS ALLEY. ANIMALS 
ARE PRETTY SELEVSH 
WHEN YOU THINK 
Reo {T,. 


AT LEAST IF (F MAN 

DOESN'T HAVE THE 

INSTINCT TO GIVE 
HE LEARNS HOW, 


AND THE 
BETTER 
BOG WINS. 


THAT SMELL.-- & THIS (5 THE WLOL/FE OF THE CITY. WHAT...2 A THREAT... A CRY.-. THREE 
THE DOG (S$ THE JUNGLE ANIMALS. HEARTBEATS, THREE MEN. GUNPOWDER, 
EATING MOLDY © ENOUGH FOR TWO GUNS. FOUR 
A WE'VE POURED SO MUCH CONCRETE BLOCKS SOUTHWEST, 
eee AND STEEL ONTO THE ASCANO OF 
GAREAGE. MANHATTAN IT SOMETIMES DOESN'T 
EVEN FEEL LIKE THE PLANET EARTH 
ANYMORE, NOTHING LEFT OF NATURES 
MORE BENEVOLENT SIDE, 
’ 2 


AND THE BEASTS 
THAT DOWELL HERE 
EAT GARBAGE, 


FORTY YARO SPRINT 
SHOULD GET HIM A 
1 GOLP MEDAL. 


TO THE GROUND L/KE 
A COWBOY TAMING 
A WHO BLULL, 


DAREPEVILS 
AW, BLAST IT ALL! 


HE LEAPS 
WITH THE 
I F4SE OF A 
FIRST- 
PLACE 
GYMNAST... 


SS EL, 


A RUNNING 
TARGET. 


SURE. YEAH. 
16 \ YOU'RE WELCOME. 


OUT OF THE 
PARK. 


SO WHY 
BOTHER? 


( “ese 
isa 

~ oa <a 
Coney 


W LOOK AT You-- 
SO COOL, SUCH 
\O HOT STUFF! 


SO DON'T YOU DARE ) 


SAVE ME FROM THE 
MNUGGERS! 


I'O RATHER 

TAKE MY 
CHANCES WITH 
THE STREET 


YOU'RE RIGHT, MY 
FRIEND, AND YOU'RE 
WRONG. BUT I CAN'T 
EXPLAIN IT TO YOU. 


L WANT TO TELL YOU SOME- 
THING-- I HAD A STORE ON 
4OTHAND 7TH. ALITTLE 
FLOWER SHOP, NICE PIECE OF 
BUSINESS. SMELL OF FLOWERS 
ALL DAY, FELT LIKE THE 
COUNTRY. 


KEPT MY KIDS IN 
NEW SHOES, ONCE IN 
A WHILE EVEN A SILK 
DRESS FOR MY WIFE, 


BUT YOU eg ed | 
SUPER- SOLDIER V&KE } 
HERE.* YOU TWO 7ORE UP J 
THE WHOLE NEIGHBOR- , 
HOOD, THE F/RES, THE 
GUNS, \T WAS LIKE 
BRINGING THE 


\ WAR BACK, 


f/ THEN 800M, 
AND MY STORE, 
MY LIFE NS j 
. ONE! 


‘DON T YOU REALIZE YOU 

ATTRACT NORE VIOLENCE 

THAN YOU COULD EVER 
STOOL? 


HIS GESTURE 
1S STILL PURE 
CONFIDENCE. 


YOUR FACE-- 
YD YOUR FACE... 
(T'S... EEEEE!! 


NO HARREEEEEE /! 


RRAAAAAARPRRRRER — 


PLEASE, 
SOMEBODY 
SAVE HER | 


DOM'T TOUCH 
HERS 
HE'S GONNA 

GET HERY 


Co sy 


RAINED 


TURN OFF THAT TELEVISION! HONEY, OUR SON KNOWS THE 4 
DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A TV HERO 
I_WON'T HAVE ANY SON AND A REAL ONE! 
OF MINE HERO WORSHIP- 
PING AND LEARNING FROM 
VIOLENT ROLE MODELS If 


NO HE DOESN'T! 
MO MORE TVS 


BUT DAO! THE NO! THOSE PARA- MILITARY VIGI-N COURSE NOT 
STREETS ARE Wwe DADDY BYE 
TOUGH!T GOTTA DADDY I'M GOING 
LEARN HOW TO ess LIKE 7HA7, THERE WILL ALWAYS JA TO THE LIBRARY 
BE LIKE BE V/LLAINS/ NOW PADCY. 
DAREPEVIL!S - . 


You 
LITTLE IN MY GANG! YOU BE WETTIN' 


SARIMP 4 YOUR PANTS AN! CRYIN’ 


DARLA, WERE 
JUST SHAKIN’ 
IN OUR BOOTS, 
RAPHAEL. OH, 


WELL, GRAG YOUR PIECE 
OF THE TUNNEL, THEN, 
(T'S A FREE-FOR-ALL 
SINCE THE MORLOCKS 
WERE WIPED OUT. 


THE TUNNELS 
L\ ARE OURS NOW! 


OR MAYBE THERE 


ARE STILL DEAD LA; 
BOO/ES LYN 


AROUND! 


YO, CHUMP! 
YOU AIN'T BUILDIN 
NO FORT ON MY | 


I SAID L >.) ~Saa 


CLAIMED : THERE'S 
OB THIS SPOT! & 


sO 
CHILL- OUT 
OR TLL... 


THIS 1S MY 
GANG, MY 


BACK OFF, : ; 
YOU LIZARDS! 38 5 TUNNELS, 


MY TURE! 


OKAY SHRIMP-TWIT, gon. a 
THERE'S NO 


GO EARN YOUR 
STAKE! FIND OUT SUCH THING AS 
WHAT HOWLED ! Z MONSTERS. 
—— P MONSTERS ARE 
N ONLY MADE-LP & 
UH.-.NO : i NTN so > ge 
PROBLEM. ir 7: ie a 


I HAVE SLEPT ANO 
NOW ZI HUNGER! 


Set Ab LINN 


THIS IS 
NEW YORK, . SOUNDS 
: HE THINKS - GOOD TO ME, 


BUDDY: 
THESE . NEW YORK 


STREETS x ; 
ARE PRO- : \ 4 
. 4 s\ WHAT'D I "§ 
DO? POOR 


TECTED 
BY DARE- } i, 
Nl : DAREDENIL! 


DEVIL! 


HE'S THE TOUGHEST 
CAT AROUND, HUH? 


{ CAN'T GET WHAT THAT GUY 
SAID OUT OF MY MIND, aD 
fo 


S 
\ y 


EARTBEAT.-. SOMEONE'S )} | 
» BUT THE 


AH 
ON THIS ROOF Cc ae 
SCEN Nee eRe '@ \T'S MOVING 
Be S = 5 : @ ATS QUICK! 
CC) OESN'T WY 
FAST 1 . 
AM 


TLL Duck 
g GEHINDC.. 


<— 


3 


fl 
MD 


Yj 


pte) 
Bf YOU WANT 
ae ort 


one MAN - Vhs TRAINED MAN. 
E OLYMPIC-LEVEL ATHLETE. 
He Fe, ges RTSMAN, THE 
ST. ACROBAT. MARTIAL 
“NaTIST. AGH ER. 


MAY THE 
|| BETTER 
a MAN WIN. 


OPA © BACK IN THIS ALLEY i 
() WHERE THOSE TWO alee 
] DOGS FOUGHT. lll 


WE'RE PACING, 
cl ING -- 


SF ate OU,NO! NOT 
MAY. DAMELS 
“Af 
gy Fi p> 
Lae. 


I'VE GOT A 
FEW FIGHTING 
TRICKS HE 
COULDN'T 


OD CY KNOW agout, 


BUT HE'S 
BIGGER THAN 
ME, STRONGER. 


SKILLS. 


MANY OF THOSE TUNNELS 
ARE PITCH BLACK. 


YOU CAN'T BLIND A BLINOMAN. 
GIVES ME THE E0GE I NEED! 


I CAN'T SHAKE HIM! THERE'S 
ONLY ONE WAY HE COULD 
BE THAT GOOD... 


HE'S TRYING 

TO THROW 4] 
ME. \ 

& 


<Q = \\. _ 


GOTCHA, CHUMP! 
YOU AIN'T THE 
ONLY ONE WITH 


Wy) “NO! OF COURSE-- 
HE'S PART CAT? HOW COULD I BE SO § 


TUPID!? 


y 
y 


fi 
,; 
4 
4 


> <a ; YOU SAY YOU'RE THE 
LADY, GET , BIGGEST BULLY ON 
OUT OF HERE! : ; THE 8 
NEW YOR 


,¢ ee aes ON ME’| BP aye 
1h Sunes? | ME, DEVIL, TO TAKE 
TILL UNTIE ' ig \ ; i 
YOU, THEN — ONG a 
’ —_— PSG | Oe if 


YOU RUN / 


HE AYNTEO AND 
CAUGHT A MOUSE! 


BUT WHY DOESN'T 
H ree ANE EAT 


WHEN AAMM ALS BECOME TOO DOMESTICATED OR LIVE IN AN 
UNNATURAL PLACE LIKE THIS C/7¥ THEY'RE TOO CUT OF 
3 FROM WATURE, FROM THEIR OWN WWSTINCTS, 


HE HUNGERS FOR 
THE AUN7 BUT WILL 
NEVER KNOW WHY, 


POOR CAT--IT ISN'T... FAIRS 


LO SN 


Jae 


A CORPSE! 
ONE OF THE 
MORLOCKS, 


DURING THE 
MUTANT 


MASSACRE, § 


YOU'RE 
=i , 
DEVILMAN! 


y WHAT'S HE DOING...? & 


ws 
1 


\ 
mos 1 7, 
- AND I'M 
TRAPPED. 
OT BAD. L'M 


NOT B 
{MPRESSED, SS 


EAD, WILDMAN. WHICH IS WHAT ONE 
WILL BE IF WE KEEP THIS UP, 


THE STEWCH OF DEATH. STILL 
SMELL SWEET TO YOU, WILDMAN? 
Lt 


il 


VGN NS 


a! 


Hit 


uli 


AN 


EARTBEAT SHE'S DEAD! 
NOW WHAT?! 


H 
WEAK. LOSING 
LOOO. B 


WHAT DO 
YOU BO W/TH 
YOUR KiLLS/? 


oe) 


o - ey 
I DON'T SS 6 
my 44 . 


IT'S THE 
HLUNGER... 


IT MAKES 
ME..- 


— 


SICK CATS 


SS 


a 


(aoa 


aoe 
DON'T WORRY. HE'S GONE. ; 
DIO HE HURT YOU WHILE NO. THAT'S 
YOU WERE HIS PRISONER? /” WHAT WAS 
3 - » STRANGE. 


(T'S LIKE HE 

WANTED ME 

BUT HE WASN'T 
SURE WAY. 


YOU KNOW, 

HE WAS 

REALLY VERY 

GENTLE. I'M 

SO SHOCKED 

HE HURT 
ME. 


I'O LOOK UP AT THE 
BUILDING TOPS AND 
PRETEND YOU WERE 
THERE, WATCHING ME, 
PROTECTING ME AND 
HELL'S KITCHEN, MY 
HOME. THEN I'D 

FEEL SAFE. 


I WAS SCARED... 
BUT MORE THAN 
THAT I FELT SORRY 
FOR HIM. HE'S A 
NAN TRAPPED IN 
AN a Ss 


SEEMED SO 


HE HAD AN ACHE 
HE COULD NEVER 
FILL. 


THERE. 

THIS WILL 
STOP THE 
BLEEDING, 


SOMETIMES, 
WHEN T'O BE OUT 
AT NIGHT ANO GET 
SCARED, I'D WONDER 
(F YOU WERE 


LT SUST WANTED 
YOU TO KNOW THAT. 


AND THAT'S 
WHY LT WAS 
HUNTED... 


UUST BECAUSE 
by 2 EX/S7. 
_ TA 


